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Old Dogs 


Author's Notes: 

This was begun for the anniversary het challenge, and promptly stalled. God alone knows what got it running 
again, but here it is in all its long-assed glory. Many thanks to H for the on-the-fly edits, plot assistance and 
general sympathetic ear while the damn thing drove me up the walll 


Oh, and it\'s all Evaine\'s fault. She gave me the bloody bunny in the first place. 


| owe you one, mate... 


Old Dogs 


The dog looked about as miserable as a dog can look. 


"What are you looking at?" 


Long skinny legs, ribs sticking out, grey coat matted and hanging in dreadlocks. 

"Whose dog is that?" 

It sat beside the drive and stared at the building, brown eyes woebegore, and it shivered. 
"What dog?" 


There had to be something wrong with it. He didn't know how it worked in England - weren't the English 
supposed to be a nation of animal lovers? - but in Germany stray dogs never stood still. They'd dash in, raid a 


bin, and be gone before you knew it. They certainly didn’t sit there and stare at buildings. 


"That dog," said Dirk, getting irritated. It had been an irritating day, all in all; very little progress on the album, 


constant bickering amongst the band, technical problems, equipment failure-- 
And now the dog. 


Gary, Dirk's co-producer on this project, peered out of the window and shrugged. "Dunno. It's probably 
wandered up from the pikey camp down the road - I'll get one of the boys to lob a brick at it. That'll shift it. 
Fucking strays. Fucking pikeys and their fucking dogs.’ 


"Pi key?" 


"Gypsies," said the Englishman, and Dirk raised his eyebrows at the venom in his friend's tone. Some sort of 
issues there, he suspected. Still, right now they had bigger problems; the damn equipment was throwing a 
hissy fit and their lead singer had fallen out with their bassist, the power breakers had kicked in twice and the 


drummer had vanished-- 
By the time he thought to look out of the window again, the dog had gone. 


v% 


Over the next couple of days he saw the dog around the place, lurking like a pale grey shadow amongst the 
prettily landscaped gardens of the house and studio complex his friend had put together from a ramshackle 
collection of old farm buildings. In order to celebrate the completion of the place Gary had asked Dirk to come 
over and spend a couple of weeks working with the hot new band he'd just begun to manage; it would be easy, 
he'd said. Couple of weeks with an enthusiastic group, in England in the summertime, in a purpose built and 
equipped facility. Call it a holiday, he'd said. Be a nice break for you, he'd said. Do your bit for the up and 


coming generation of Power Metal. 


Well, it was a load of shit, in Dirk's opinion. 


The band - Ravenswing - were a bunch of the worst type of English youth; overprivileged brats who wouldn't 
know hard work if it came up and bit their legs off, but behaving like the world owed them a living and the 


music business owed them success. 


Gary himself - roadie turned tech turned builder turned property tycoon - was turning out to be as petulant 
as the band themselves. Perhaps he'd been sharp about music when he'd toured with them back in the 
nineties, but these days? 


Dirk was counting the days until he got to go home. But he'd agreed to stay until the end of August, which 


was three weeks away and-- 


A screech of brakes and a thump yanked his attention away from his gloomy perusal of a flowering bush 
outside the kitchen window. Gary's Jaguar, a car of which he was inordinately fond, had slewed to an untidy 
halt in the driveway; the man himself had bailed out and was studying the front bumper, swearing loudly at 
the tiny dent in it. Shaking his head and beginning to turn away, Dirk's attention was drawn by movement on 
the other side of the drive, a shadow against the mottled gravel. 


It was the dog. 


Only now the cause of the thump was apparent, it was dragging itself on three legs, and blood ran from its 
side. While he watched it fell over with a yelp, and laid in the sunshine with its flanks heaving. He saw Gary 
stride across to it, and draw his foot back-- 


The door swung shut with a bang as he ran out to the ugly little scene in the drive, band and recording 
forgotten in his anger at seeing someone he thought of as his friend trying to kick a dog to death. 


~ Ke 


Gary heard a stream of angry shouting, and turned to see Dirk running out of the front of his studio, roaring 
something at him in German. Surprised, he stepped back from the crumpled shape he'd been kicking, turning to 
ask his friend what all the yelling was about - and if he'd been surprised at the yelling, he was astonished to 
be picked up by the shirtfront and flung back across the gravel toward his car. Stumbling, tripping over his 
own feet and falling on his arse with a crunch he stared at the other man, now kneeling next to the dog and 


looking at it, a helpless expression on his face. He struggled, and eventually found some words. 
"What the fuck, mate?" 
Dirk snarled another stream of words at him, and Gary shook his head. 


"| don't speak it. No spikka da lingo, mate." 


The blue eyes flashed in the sunshine. "Stupid. Why were you kicking it?" 
"Have you seen what it's done to my fucking car?!" 


He snorted and turned back to the dog, petting its ears cautiously. It rolled one eye up to look at him, and he 
swallowed hard at the expression on that long face. Go on and hit me, said the eyes. | can't run away now. 


"Fuck your car," Dirk said. 


A commotion at the studio door and Dirk felt someone stopping at his shoulder. Glancing up he saw the 
drummer, a useless youth who spent so much time stoned out of his tiny mind that getting useable 
performances out of him was just about impossible. Not this time, though; he handed Dirk a blanket, and knelt 
in the gravel to help wrap the whimpering dog in it. 


"Thanks," muttered Dirk, carefully lifting the animal into his arms. It weighed nothing, and felt like a collection of 


wet sticks and wires under the soft cloth. 


"Used to have a dog," muttered the youth, and stepped back, head down, shock of blond hair down over his 
eyes once more. Apparently his spell of actually being useful was over, and he'd metamorphosed back into the 


swaying, silent blob that he normally was. 


Great. That left him angry, standing in the bright sunshine with a bleeding dog in his arms and not the first 
fucking clue what to do about it. Well, he needed a vet, which meant the nearest town, which meant he needed 


a car-- 
The drummer stirred again. 

| can take you," he said, apparently following the train of thought in his own shaggy head, and at Dirk's swift 
nod the youth shambled toward where the cars were parked in front of the old stables. Without so much as a 
glance over his shoulder at Gary - or his damn Jag - Dirk carefully cradled the dog against his chest and 
headed for the cars. He had no idea what had come over him - he didn't really like dogs - but seeing the 
helpless animal getting beaten had just touched a nerve. 


He wondered if the animal was dying, and what the hell he was going to say to the vet when they got there. 
~ Ke 

It was one of those days, Helen thought. Just one where the whole world is out to get you and there isn't a 

fucking thing you can do about it. 


So far today she'd been pissed on by two cats, bitten by a ferret, cleaned up more shit than she thought one 
dog should possibly be able to produce and been pretty much up to her elbows in vomit. Not to mention 


getting into a blazing row with one of the vets, jabbing herself with a needle - never try and draw up 
medication while snarling under your breath, she told herself - and then dropped a full bottle of anti- 
inflammatory drugs, brightly coloured pills bouncing in a zillion directions across the tiled dispensary floor. 
And then, of course, slicing her hand on the glass of the bottle when she was clearing up. 

And she was on duty tonight, it was only three in the afternoon, she'd been there since ten that morning and 
she had twenty one more hours to go before she could clock off. Four inpatients, two on drips, and she had a 
bad feeling about the phones-- 


"Helen!" 


Not now, she thought, dabbing at the cut on her wrist. It had almost stopped bleeding, so just another moment 


to put some-- 

"Helen!" 

Fuck it. 

"What?" 

"There's a guy at the front desk with a dog" 


There was a brief silence while she mentally scrolled through her list of answers that didn’t involve the use of 


the word ‘fuckwit". 

Stay safe. "What's wrong with it?" 

"It looks pretty knocked about--" 

She swore under her breath, slapping a piece of tape over the cut and vowing to remember to put the injury 
in the accident book this time. She'd had far too many bollockings this week already - she really didn't want to 
add forgetting to fill in paperwork to her list of sins. Wondering what the hell she was going to find out in the 
waiting room, she straightened her turic, took a deep breath, and marched out to see what had the 
receptionist in so much of a flutter she couldn't even remember the basics of getting details before coming 
out in a panic. 

Knowing her luck it would be some idiot who'd left his dog in the car in the sunsh-- 


Oh, shit. 


"Come straight through," she said to the guy holding the bleeding lurcher in his arms. "What happened?" 


"He was hit by a car," said the man, in good but heavily accented English. 


"I can see that," Helen replied, a little more acerbically than she'd intended. Ushering him through to the prep 
room she got him to lower his whimpering cargo to the surface of the tub table, carefully peeling the blanket 
back to get a better look at the dog underneath. 


"Holy shit," she breathed, reaching to gently smooth her fingers across the dog's head. It flattened its ears, 
whimpering through clenched teeth and shaking hard, as afraid to move because of her proximity as because 
of the pain. The man next to her shifted his feet, looking away from the dog as if he couldn't bear to look at 


the scrapes and contusions, the jutting ribs and matted coat. 
She turned to him, so angry that she didn’t realise she was breathing through clenched teeth, brown eyes flat 
with fury and fringe swinging down only to get flicked back with a sharp movement of her head. Her hand on 


the dog was gentle, though, despite the fury that trembled all through her body and radiated out to nail Dirk 
to the spot. 


"Is he your dog?" she grated. 

"No. He is.. a wanderer. In English?" 

"A stray" 

"Yes. He was hit--" 

"I can see that. How long has he been around?" 

Dirk's attempts to explain the history of the dog to the furious little woman ended when a tall, thin man 
emerged from another side door - the place seemed to be full of doors, and Dirk already had no idea which 
one he'd come in through or where he was in relation to the outside - and brushed her aside, turning his 
attention like a laser beam onto the confused German and smoothly overriding the growling technician 

She moved quickly, darting out of the way of the man in the white coat, deftly holding quivering limbs and 
rapping out answers to questions - pulse, resp, CRT - although Dirk did look away when she grabbed a slender 
glass tube and lifted the thin tail. He was beginning to feel uncomfortable; this place smelling of disinfectant 
wasn't him, wasn't part of his world. He'd brought the dog, now it was up to them-- 

"So he's a stray, mister..2" 

"Schlachter," said the woman under her breath, and Dirk raised his eyebrows at her; she certainly hadn't given 
any indication before now that she recognised him. She ignored him, hushing the whimpering dog with hands 


that were as gentle now as they'd been efficient a moment ago. 


The vet didn't even look at her. "Only if he doesn't have an owner - well, his injuries are extensive. And it's 


going to cost a lot of money to put him right" 


The woman made a small noise in the back of her throat, and Dirk glanced at her. Absorbed in tending to the 
dog as she seemed to be, he had the impression that her attention was still focused on the two men talking as 
though she and the patient weren't right there next to them. She didn’t look happy, and he got the definite 
feeling that this was an old pain, something she'd heard before - too damn often. Pain was still pain, however, 


and he understood how it could cut you to the bone no matter how often it happened. Some pains were just 


like that. 


"He is not my dog,” repeated Dirk, not too sure if he was reading the situation correctly. The woman's 


shoulders stiffened, but she never stopped working on the dog. "Does this make a difference?" 


"We are not a charity, Mr Schachter," said the vet. "If we don't have somebody to guarantee the bill, we'll 
have to put him to sleep." 


"Sleep?" 


"Kill him, Mr Schlachter," said the woman sweetly, watching him through eyes that were, he noticed with a 
flicker of amusement, almost exactly the same colour as the dog's. It was watching him too, just as it had 
since the first day he'd seen it through the studio window, calmly keeping its gaze on his face as though it 
trusted him to make the right decision. 


"Helen-—" 


‘| will pay the bill," said Dirk, and was rewarded by the woman's eyes warming. She wasn't bad looking when her 


face wasn't stiff with disapproval, and out of the ugly green uniform she'd probably look pretty good. 


"Some of these nurses get a little too attached," the vet continued, shooting her a venomous look which she 
ignored. "But of course, its nice to do something positive for an unwanted animal. Now if you'd like to come 
with me, and leave some details with the receptionist...” 


Helen snorted as the boss escorted the bemused man - rockstar, she amended in her mind - out of the prep 
area. No doubt she'd get the usual spiel about getting too involved and how she couldn't let her feelings 


overwhelm good sense-- 
Yeah, yeah, yeah. Tell me something | don't know. 
Mind you... 


She stroked the lurcher's head. He'd laid his chin down on the table with a sigh, staring at the door the vet 
and the rockstar had vanished through as though he could bring his saviour back by will alone. She petted his 
ears, then left him - as he was in no shape to go leaping from the table - to start assembling the things she 
was going to need to begin his treatment; he wouldn't be going far with at least one smashed leg and all the 


other scrapes and bashes he'd managed to collect. Not to mention being starved and matted and filthy, having 
no doubt been scavenging for a long time; she assumed - as she hooked up the intravenous line and began to 
clip up the animal's slender front leg to place the catheter - that he'd found the bins at the studio complex 
down the road. Which must be where the inimitable Mr Schlachter had found him. After someone had run the 


poor thing over, of course. 


Good job he'd agreed to pay the bill, though. She would have gone straight off the deep end if he'd refused - 
as if he couldn't afford it! 


Drip all set and fluids running into the animal, she brushed all thoughts aside except for the ones she needed 
to do her job. Talking to the dog quietly she set about making him comfortable, clipping and cleaning and 
dressing his wounds, cutting away the worst of the dangling filth from his coat and working on the tangles, 
treating him for fleas and worms and filling him with painkillers and antibiotics. By the time she was settling 
the dog into a nice warm kennel she'd forgotten all about the rockstar, and was instead just focusing on caring 


for her patients through the long night ahead. 


If anyone had asked, she would have told them that she expected never to see him again - unless he returned 


with a camera crew to record his generosity. 
People, she'd found, were mostly just not worth the effort. 


~ Ke 


Three in the morning, and Dirk couldn't sleep. 


The young drummer had been asleep in his car when he'd finished with the vet - after leaving contact details 
and assurances that he would return to pay the bill - mouth open and snoring in the sunshine, stereo booming 
loud enough to shake the car and disturb the peace of the village for miles around. Rolling his eyes he'd woken 
the youth up and got him to drive back, then chivvied him into the studio to try and get something useful out 
of him. 


It had been a wasted effort, and he'd given up in disgust earlier than he intended. Gary had left a note in the 
control room, saying that he was driving down to London to see a man he knew who could fix the Jag. He'd be 


back in a couple of days. 


Great, Dirk had thought. Now he was stuck in the middle of nowhere in bloody England with an uncooperative 
band, less than obliging equipment and nobody to complain to about it all. Well, he had friends he could ring but 
it just wasn't the same; sometimes you needed someone to listen to you vent with a sympathetic expression, 
someone who might not even be listening but as long as they nodded in all the right places, well, that was 
enough. Nobody like that here, though, and he began to feel even gloomier. 


The young band long having pissed off to do whatever it was they did that left them so tired they couldn't 


work, he mooched down to the studio and looked over the equipment; maybe that was what he should do, dig 
his own bass out and play for a bit. Maybe the feel of strings under his fingers instead of switches and 
buttons would help clear his head. 


It was dark by the time he finished, shoulders and back aching and fingers feeling abraded from rasping across 
the frets and making his instrument sing his frustration to him; it had been ages since he'd just relaxed and 
played, and he'd worked out some ideas he wanted to show to Kai. Maybe, if the band didn't show up tomorrow, 
he'd try and get them down and see if he could send them off, or something. 


Feeling considerably happier he made his way back to the little cottage he was staying in, just behind the main 
complex. They'd originally been worker's cottages, but now acted as accommodation for support staff, 
musicians and any other visitors who frequented the place, he wondered, as he slowly made his way up the 
narrow stairs, how anyone could have lived in anything quite so small. Still, it beat the shit out of staying in a 


hotel-- 
Mind rambling, he'd showered and gone to bed, expecting sleep to come quickly. 


It hadn't happened. He'd found himself staring at the sliver of sky visible through the gap in the curtains, 
turning the events of the day over in his mind and wondering about them, thoughts of home and his band all 
jumbled up with difficult, angsty teens and angry friends, blood and screeching dogs and the frustrated fury of 
a woman who cared. Round and round while he watched the moon rise, the silvery beam of light making its 
slow progress against the white paint of the bedroom wall, and by the time it reached the old hunting print 
he'd had enough. 


Rummaging in the pocket of his discarded jeans to find his lighter he came across a square of card, and pulled 
it out to examine it as he lit his cigarette, making himself comfortable on the wide windowsill and reading the 
number by the light of the moon. The emergency out of hours service, the vet had said. But he'd also said 
that the nurse on duty would answer the phone at any time. And that if he was concerned he could call to 
check on the progress of the patient. 


And he was wondering how the dog was getting on. 


Shrugging, he dialled the number. Sure enough, a somewhat frazzled sounding voice - although still recognisable 


as the nurse from earlier - answered promptly, if without seeming to take a breath. 
"Hello Abington Veterinary Surgery emergency service how can | help you?" 


"Hello," he said, and heard the hiss of indrawn breath. It must be his accent. "I was wondering how the dog was 


doing?" 


Realising that despite the apparent recognition he really ought to give a few more details, he rushed to fill the 


pregnant silence. "I came in earlier. It was, ah, a lurcher? Yes. A lurcher that had--" 


"An RTA, yeah. | remember." 

Silence. 

"And... how is he?" 

Dirk squeezed his eyes shut. He was beginning to feel rather silly, calling an obviously busy woman in the 
middle of the night to check on an animal that wasn't even his, more because he was bored than out of any 


intrinsic interest in its welfare. And the voice on the other end of the phone seemed to know it, and was not in 


the slightest bit amused. 
"He's comfortable." 
"Ah. Good" 


More silence, and now he was really reaching. "I was wondering," he floundered, "if | could maybe come and see 
him?" 


Something under the breath, short and sharp and probably quite Anglo-Saxon if the impression he'd got earlier 


had been at all accurate. 

"What, now? | know you musicians keep funny hours but this is ridiculous. Can't sleep?" 

‘No. | am sorry to have bothered you--" 

A snort interrupted him, then: 

"Come on then" 

He was the one who paused this time, not at all sure he'd heard her correctly. "What?" 

"You want to come down now?" 

"Well... can |?" 

"Sure, why not. Not like I'm going to be getting any sleep tonight. You know where you're going, yeah?" 
"Straight down into the village and turn left at the posting box, yes?" 


"You got it. Just try not to wake the neighbours, OK?" 


She'd hung up. He stared at his mobile for a moment, dazzled by the green backlight of the screen until it 
flicked off, plunging the room back into darkness and leaving only the light of the setting moon to illuminate his 
startled features. He wondered what was going to happen when he went round there - would he get screamed 
at, or welcomed with open arms? She'd recognised him, so perhaps she was a fan - maybe she thought she 


could get something out of him. Or maybe she was lonely. Or maybe-- 


More intrigued than he really wanted to admit, Dirk flung his clothes on, grabbed the keys to his hire car, and 


hurried down the stairs. This could be interesting. 


~ Ke 


The village looked eerie with nobody about. More like a film set than a real place, only the yellow of the 
streetlamps gilding the fronts of the houses and the cars parked in neat rows outside; nothing moved, although 
he did see a few cats sitting on walls watching him drive past, the green glow of their eyes faintly unsettling. 
Parking up outside the building he'd visited earlier he was struck by the silence when he got out of the car; he 
could hear the blood rushing in his ears, and swallowed hard. No, still that awful silence. Nothing wrong with his 
ears, just that there was nothing to hear - except the aching, echoing quiet. 


Dirk was a city boy, and quaint as all this countryside was in the daytime it was a little too.. rural for him at 
night. Memories of horror movies where the hero is jumped on by nameless, shapeless beasts that emerge 


from the darkness stirred in his mind, and he chuckled uneasily at the foolishness of the image. 


It sounded unnaturally loud in the hush, and he hurried to the side door of the building, lit by a single white 
light. 


He rang the bell and waited. Footsteps approached, and he fought down a sudden, irrational desire to run away; 


what if she was insane, and yanked the door open only to stick a shotgun in his face? 


Get a grip, Schlächter, he thought to himself as he flinched away from the grating noise of the key in the lock. 
This is the English countryside, not Los Angeles. 


Well, no shotgun, but the face that poked around the edge of the door was less than friendly. Brown eyes 
blinked, and dark hair flopped over them only to be shaken back with an irritable flick of her head; she didn't 


look happy to see him, but stood back and opened the door wider, waving him through. Her tone was polite and 
friendly, even if her eyes were glacially cold 


"Come on in, Mr Schlachter." 
Dirk stepped through, his hands stuffed in the pockets of his jacket. "Call me Dirk, please." 


She snorted, stepping in behind him to lock the door and pocketing the key. "Yeah, OK. Come on then, Dirk - | 


know someone who's going to be pleased to see you." 


Well it certainly isn’t you, he thought with a sigh, following her through the white-walled building and listening to 
the echo of their footsteps through the quiet. She turned to him with her hand on a door, light beyond it 
shining through the window and showing a double row of shiny, stainless steel-fronted kennels. Before he could 
ask what the wry half smile was for she'd pushed the door open, and waved him through. 


On his right there was the double row of kennels he'd seen through the door, all unoccupied. To his left was a 
row of walk in kennels, the steel of the bars reaching from floor to ceiling. Before he could get any more than 
a glimpse of the occupants a loud crash by his elbow - followed by a bellow and the clanging ring of teeth on 
steel - frightened him badly enough to send him leaping back, ramming his back into the opposite kennels and 
staring wide eyed at the occupant that had scared him. Possibly the biggest dog he'd ever seen in his life 
bounced from the bars once more, then subsided with a growl; it glared at him with its head down and shaggy 
hackles up, fluttering its lips over massive white fangs. He let out his breath in an explosive whoosh, then 


heard the woman behind him snort. 
"Don't mind him. That's just Jasper - he's getting his balls off tomorrow." 
“That's a dog?! 


She snorted again, apparently amused by the fear that had him plastered to the kennel doors, as far away 
from the snarling monster as he could get. "Certainly is. Mastiff cross German Shepherd cross Great Dane." 


"It had three parents?" 


The laugh was less cynical this time. "Nah. Some bright spark crossed a Dane and a Mastiff, then bred one of 
the pups to a Shepherd. Trying to come up with something really scary to guard his property, bastard. 
Jasper's alright when you get to know him, aren't you, boy?" 


The monster wagged his tail and stopped growling, although he never took his eyes from Dirk. 
"Jesus." 
“Something like that. Come on Your lad's next door." 


Dirk sidled after her, very unwilling to turn his back on the creature that had begun to make a low, rasping 
growl in its throat as soon as the woman went out of its view. Getting out of range he turned to see what 
was in the kennel next door - and had to smile at the sight of the thin grey dog thumping its tail on the bed 
in greeting, the brown eyes now clear and happy to behold him. The nurse waved him through, and he knelt 
down by the dog's head, reaching out to pet its ears. It wriggled closer to him, propped its grizzled muzzle on 
his knee and sighed deeply, never taking its eyes from his face. 


She smiled and sat down in the corner of the kennel, giving the dog's haunch a gentle pat and smiling at Dirk 
He looked up and smiled back at her, seeing her face unguarded for the very first time, despite the crows feet 


at the corners of her eyes and the dark, weary shadows under them she had a beautiful smile. She leaned on 


the wall, watching the dog with a fondness in her expression he hadn't seen before. 
"You like him," said Dirk, and she chuckled, a low sound pleasing to his musician's ear. 
"Yeah. | like lurchers." 

"What is a lurcher?" 


"A cross between a sighthound - greyhound, saluki, deerhound, that sort of thing - with any non-sighthound, 
which is anything else. They're usually bred so that you get toughness and brains as well as speed. Hunting 
dogs. Well. Poachers dogs, really. They tend to be real characters - trouble is, there's so many of them, and 
not enough homes--" she broke off with a sigh, and her eyes took on that terrible sadness he'd seen a 
glimpse of that afternoon, and she shook her head. "They get bred, used and dumped. I've seen some atrocious 
things done to them..." 


Dirk didn't know what to say. This wasn't his world, and he suddenly wondered what the hell he was doing here. 
As though reading his mind she tilted her head and smiled at him, the warmth of it reaching her eyes this 
time. "Sorry. I'm tired, | guess. | appreciate you coming back - | didn't think you'd bother. And | haven't been 
very nice to you.” 


He shrugged. "How is it you're still on duty?" 


She snorted. "We take it in turns to do nights - there's five of us, so once a week we start at ten in the 
morning and work through till one the following afternoon And then do one in five weekends - start at one in 
the afternoon on the Friday and work through until ten on Monday morning." 

His eyes widened, and she laughed under her breath. "That," he said, "can't be legal." 

"Its not," she agreed with a shrug. "But it needs doing. So we do it" 


"Can't the vets do it?" 


She laughed out loud this time, and there was more than a streak of bitterness in the sound. "Vets? Do get 
real. They're too highly qualified for that.. so it's the nurses that have to do it.” She sighed, and stroked the 


lurcher again. "It's just part of it, | guess. A bad part. The hours stink and the wages are worse." 
"So," and Dirk tried to think of a way of phrasing the question so as not to offend, "why do you do it?" 
She eyed him. "I've tried to give it up. | qualified at seventeen, and when | found out what the job was really 


like | tried to walk away from it. But it's not that easy - it's not something you do. It's something you are. Oh, 


I've done every job under the sun, pretty much - but here | am, mid thirties, still nursing.” 


He nodded, thinking of broken relationships, long hours, some of the less than savoury things you did to achieve 


success in the music business. "| understand.” 


"Yeah. And | really think you might, at that" 


~ Ke 


By the time she threw him out the sun was well up, and the village looked a hell of a lot more inviting than it 
had three hours earlier. Not only had he just had a rather startling initiation into a totally different world, but 
he'd also got her to agree to go out for a drink with him at the weekend. She'd protested, but he'd insisted 
that it was the least he could do after bothering her in the small hours. 


She'd asked him if he could think of a name for the beast. Looking down into the gentle brown eyes and seeing 
the long, pointed nose and wild, scraggly grey hair sticking up on his head he'd laughed and said they should call 
him Henjo. She'd roared with laughter and insisted they spell it phonetically, or she'd be spending all her time 
teaching her colleagues how to say it, and he'd agreed. Enyo the lurcher seemed to agree, and relaxed into 
more petting than he'd ever had in his short but rather gloomy life. Probably less than a year old, she'd said, 


turfed out to survive on the streets because he wasn't showing enough promise as a hunting dog. 
Dirk grinned, and headed back to the studio with a light heart. Things were looking up. 
He must remember to give that dog a biscuit. 


er 


When they met at the pub on the Saturday night Dirk was full of anticipation. It had only been the thought of 
attempting to seduce her that had kept him from throttling the idiots he was supposed to be producing; they 
were getting worse, not better, and even Gary was beginning to lose patience with them. If they didn't get 
results soon then Dirk would be heading home early - but he could put all that behind him for one night, and 
focus on the complicated little woman with the eyes that seemed to look right through you. 


He spotted her leaning on the bar, sharing a joke with the barman, and slowed his approach in order to get a 
better look Starting at the top was a long fall of glossy black hair - dyed, had to be, nobody's hair was that 
colour naturally - broad, well shaped shoulders. Down to the waist, which was a little fleshier than ideal but 

Hell, a tiny waist usually meant tiny boobs and no bum; he'd rather have more of those than less around the 
middle. And this backside was great, large and rounded, muscular and not sagging at all. Very nice indeed. And 
he was glad that jeans that clung had come back into fashion, because it meant he could admire the strong- 
looking thighs and curving calves, which vanished into ankle boots with not much of a heel. Well, he'd figured 

she wouldn't be a stiletto and short dress type, and he'd been right. 


She must have spotted the barman look over her shoulder, because she turned and saw him, her face 


creasing into a welcoming smile so bright he couldn't help but grin back, the front view tightening his own 
Jeans. 


Jesus, but they were nice tits. And in deference to the warm summer evening she had on a spaghetti 
strapped tank top - all black, of course - which showed a good deal of cleavage as well as a number of tattoos 
that curled across her shoulders and down her biceps to the elbow. He hadn't seen them before, but then the 
first time she'd been in uniform and the second with a t-shirt with sleeves, so he guessed-- 

"Dirk What you drinking?" 

“Beer, please." 

She nodded and cocked her head at the row of pumps. "Any preference?" 

"You choose." 


"Two pints of Spitfire then, Charlie. Thanks." 


She paid for the beer before he could think to stop her, and passed him his pint with a grin. "You want to 
come in the garden?" 


He snickered. Catching the reference she rolled her eyes and gestured for him to follow her, snagging a black 
leather jacket on the way. The garden was pleasant, sheltered from the weather and equipped with a number 
of wooden benches, one of which they picked and settled themselves on, she dropping her jacket next to her 


and watching him with a smile. 


"What?" he asked, cocking his head at her. He'd left his own hair loose this evening, and it flopped over his eyes 
until he pushed it behind his ear with a grimace. 


"You." 

"What about me?" 

"You're not what | expected. At all." 

He laughed, leaning back and feeling himself begin to relax. "And what did you expect? Arrogance?" He pinned 
her with his gaze, gratified to see a faint blush colour her cheeks. "Ah, you did! And that's another thing - 
you recognised me when | brought the dog in Does that mean you're a," and he stroked his index finger along 


her hand, from the wrist along her thumb, grinning at her sudden flinch, "fan of ours?" 


Now she really was blushing, and took a long swallow of her pint before rolling a cigarette, avoiding his eye 


before she answered. "I know your music, yeah. That's my life, see; work, and music. Sad, innit?" 


He took her hand and rubbed his thumb across the palm. Most of the women he knew had soft, long fingered 
hands tipped with painted nails, but not this one; short, strong fingers, rough skinned, hard, scarred. Workers 
hands. No nail polish. She twisted her head again, eyeing him sideways, tugging gently at her hand to get it back 
but not fighting him hard. He smiled at her again, and she stopped tugging, met his gaze, brown eyes still a 
little defiant. 


"No, not really. | have music - the band, and producing. Is that sad?" 
"No mate. Its not. You want another beer?" 


He sat back and grinned at her, nodding before draining his glass and nudging it toward her. Oh yeah, he had 
her number all right; she might be acting all tough now but give him time. 


It was a huge bonus that she was also interesting to talk to. Made a very pleasant change to be able to 


actually engage his brain while trying to seduce someone. 


~ Ke 


Three beers later he was thoroughly enjoying himself, although he was beginning to seriously doubt that any 
seduction would be as easy as he'd assumed. Their conversations had been long and varied, her eyes lighting up 
with passion whenever they hit a subject that she had deep feelings about. Which seemed to be most things, 
actually. 


She waved her arms and while she didn't quite yell she certainly got pretty strident a couple of times; they'd 
had a very intense discussion about the music industry in general and marketing in particular, she having to 
rethink her views a couple of times when he gave her information she hadn't previously known He liked doing 


that. Throw her a curve ball, watch her think on her feet. 
By the time last orders was called - what was it with this country and their ridiculous drinking laws? - they 
were talking like old friends. They'd even managed to cover the woeful state of their love lives, she confiding to 


him - with a wicked glitter in her eye - that she had broken relationships with men and women under her belt. 


He wondered if her bald statement that she'd had enough of relationships and was determined to be single was 


a challenge. 


One way to find out. 


~ Ke 


Dirk looped his arm across her shoulders as they walked through the village, listening to the wind in the trees 
and generally enjoying the coolness of the night. He'd expected her to object, maybe try and shake him off but 


she hadn't, even slipping an arm around his waist in return. So they made their way in an easy, companionable 
silence, neither feeling the need to talk, just relishing the company and the night and the cheerful buzz of 


alcohol. 


She invited him in for a coffee, pottering around the kitchen of the small house she shared with two other 
nurses, clearing a space on the cluttered kitchen table to put his mug on He leaned against the wall and folded 
his arms, watching with some amusement as she alternated between chiding and praising the pack of animals 
that had swarmed to meet them as soon as they crossed the threshold. The funny thing was, he noticed, that 
none of them had a complete set of limbs or senses between them. Each of the dogs was missing a leg, one of 
them also lacking an eye; scruffy coats showed multitudinous scars, and ragged ears twitched at him even as 


long jaws dropped into the big doggy grins he was becoming familiar with from Enyo. 


Cats twined around his legs, a patchwork of colours and a chorus of sounds from mews to growls, the dogs 
giving way to their piratical feline cohabitants. Massive old toms, hobbling little queens, missing legs and half 
tails and eyes, boot faces and sagging tummies and hoarse voices greeting the new human and demanding 
sustenance from the old. 


"Excuse the mob," she said with a snort, using the toe of one boot to gently lift aside a fat black cat that had 
plonked his large bottom on it. 


"All yours?" he asked, petting the head of the tallest dog who had decided that discretion was the better part 
of valour when it came to cats, and that the stranger looked a lot less aggressive than the little calico hissing 


at him. 


"They belong to the three of us. All hopeless cases," she said, cradling her mug of tea and bending down to 
scratch another black cat behind what was left of his ears. He screwed his one eye shut with pleasure and 


dribbled a bit while he purred 
Dirk laughed under his breath, and she canted a sideways look at him. "Bit like me, | suppose," she said. 
"You're not hopeless." 


"Hal Come on, lounge is through here. Go on you lot, shoo. | hope you don't mind them," she added, somehow 
managing to walk through the forest of waving tails and fur without treading on anyone. He followed her, 
surprised at how little he was bothered by the pack; perhaps it was because they were, on the whole, hanging 


back from him - or maybe because he'd been given a new insight into such things, over the last week or so. 


"| guess it's inevitable," he told her. They'd made themselves cosy on the couch, and the varied animal 
population had ranged itself around them in watchful comfort. She'd kicked off her boots, and stretched her 
feet out to settle them on his lap; he drank his coffee and listened to her telling him about each of the 
animals surrounding them. They all had stories attached; how they'd come to the surgery, most of them to be 
destroyed, or strays like Enyo, unwanted, unloved. Encounters with cars or other dogs or gangs of bored teens 


had left them all in need of expensive treatment - and someone to care. 


And that was it, he realised as he watched her eyes light up. Compassion. Never mind the unfriendly, growly 
exterior - this woman had a heart big enough for the whole world. Or at least that part of it with fur and 
four legs, anyway. 

She blushed and dropped her eyes, turning her empty mug in her hands and shuffling her feet in his lap. 


"Sorry. | can bore for Britain on the subject, I'm afraid." 


He put his mug down on the floor and sat forward, holding his hand out to her. Raising an eyebrow at him she 
took it, allowing him to draw her close. 


"You're not boring. You really care, don't you?" 

She hissed between her teeth, a soft sound of resignation and regret. 

"Yeah... | guess | do. But--" 

That was when he kissed her. 

She gasped, flinched; in one moment she'd jumped from confident and bold to shy and - he could feel her heart 
pounding against him - scared. He deepened the kiss, but her reluctance showed in the stiffness of her body in 
his arms, her lips frozen against his. Drawing back, he cocked his head and looked into her eyes; to his 
surprise, the predominant expression he could see there was fear. She squashed it almost before he could 
recognise it, but it had been there. 


She was afraid of him. 


She licked her lips, cocked her head at him. "You want to come upstairs?" she asked him, and his eyes widened. 
This was not what he'd expected. 


"Er.are you sure?" he asked, and her expression shut down. She blushed, and turned away. 

"No..no, it's OK. Look, it's late, and--" 

"Helen" 

"How are you getting back to the studio?" she rose, collected the empty mugs and turned for the kitchen. Dirk 
jumped up, took her elbow, made her stop - although she still wouldn't look at him. "It's really late, and the 


taxis round here--" 


"Helen. It's not that | don't want to--" 


‘I'm just not your type, right?" she said, and the bitterness in her tone made him wince. 

"That's not it," he told her, gently turning her to face him, then putting one finger under her chin to tilt her 
face up until she was looking at him. It was rejection she was afraid of - not him. Another sorry tale, and one 
he was all too familiar with. 

He wondered who'd done this to her, and if he could find them for long enough to make them sorry. 


"Of course not." 


‘| like you," he insisted, then lowered his face and kissed her on the lips, carefully, once. "And | don't want to 
rush things. You understand?" 


She cocked an eyebrow at him. "If you say so." 

"| do say so." 

He followed her to the kitchen, insisted on helping her wash the mugs up; she teased him about that, and he 
pretended to be offended. She gave him the number of a local taxi firm, then waited with him outside the 
front of the cottage to flag the car down when it arrived. They shared his smokes, laughed and joked, and 
when the taxi arrived he gave her a kiss goodnight that left her breathless. 

| can see you again?" he asked, and she rolled her eyes. 


"You've got my number. Give me a call, OK? If you want, that is." 


He nodded, shot her a last grin, and relaxed back into the car. The next couple of weeks could be interesting, 


that was for sure. 
~ Kew 
Helen climbed the stairs, tired beyond belief, thoughts spinning in her head as she deconstructed the evening. 


Hand on her bedroom door, she turned at the sound of a hiss from the room next to hers. The door across 


the landing popped open as well, and she turned to eye her housemates with mock-annoyance. 
"Well?" asked Tara, 

"How'd it go?" said Kirsty, both girl's eyes alight with eagerness to hear the news. 

"It was OK" she told them with a shrug. 


"What's he like?" 


Another shrug, this one accompanied by a roll of eyes. "He's a bloke. What d'you think he's like?" 
And with that, she went into her room and slammed the door. 

Tara and Kirsty exchanged grins. 

"She likes him," they said together. 


~ Ke 


They met up several times over the next couple of weeks, either going for a drink or him spending some time 
in the rather chaotic house. He got used to the eccentricities of the animal population, and felt something like 
affection beginning to tug at him when he thought about Helen. She never mentioned taking him to bed again, 
and they spent what time they had together in a friendly comfort that both appeared to find satisfying. He 
even came in to keep her company on one of her long nightshifts, and she showed him the X rays of Enyo's 
injuries and what they'd done to fix them; he found the spidery framework of metal supporting the broken 
bone - from the oufside - rather creepy, but was very impressed by the skill and hard work it had taken to 
install and maintain it. 


Enyo himself had put weight on, and greeted him with a wagging tail and a wicked, drop-jawed grin whenever he 
came to visit. His coat looked better, and the hopelessness had gone from the dog's eyes; Helen told him that 
the vets had been thinking of discharging him to a foster home soon. Hard to believe that the dog he'd 


brought in as such a wreck had travelled so very far. 
And speaking of travelling-- 


They were stretched out on a blanket in the garden of the cottage, enjoying a bottle of good wine and watching 
the sun go down. Enyo was sprawled next to them, eyes half lidded, although never leaving Dirk. 


Helen had agreed to foster him - on the condition that he didn't try to eat the cats - only because Dirk had 
popped by to visit him, and the combination of soulful, sad puppy eyes from man and dog had been too much 
to resist. His introduction to the mob had been one of the most amusing things Dirk had ever seen; they had 
taken him into the garden, at which point the resident feline population had vanished. 


All except one. 


Stanley, the fat black cat with one eye and so many scars there was no unmarked flesh left, stalked around 
the corner and spotted the newcomer. Dirk had come to know Stanley as a retired pirate who liked nothing 
more than to fall asleep on your feet, dribbling a little. He was missing most of his teeth, ears and tail - but 


as soon as he laid his cloudy green eye on the lurcher his whole visage changed. 


His back arched, his tattered ears went flat to his head, and he began to snarl. The sound was as far from 
the contented purr that Dirk was used to as a lion's roar is from a housecat's meow; there was murder in it, 
and the promise of violence. He bared the few teeth he had left, and took one slow, deliberate pace after 
another; no stalk this, more of an executioner's tread. 

Enyo had taken one horrified look, and hidden behind Dirk's legs. 

The cat had slowed his approach, holding the attitude until the dog was welded to Dirk, trembling with fear. 
Helen grinned, and Stanley relaxed. Enyo, convinced he'd narrowly escaped Death By Cat, didn't turn so much as 
a hair when the rest of the clan swarmed out to greet him. In celebration, Helen and her housemates had lit 
the barbecue, and between the nurses and their mob Dirk had spent a very pleasant afternoon, sprawled in 
the shade of the ancient apple tree with the dog at his side. 

Kirsty and Tara had headed off for the pub, and - mob fed - Helen had made herself comfortable by his side. 
She stretched a hand over him, and petted Enyo's ears; Dirk put his wineglass down, and turned to catch her 
in his arms. She squeaked with surprise, and he silenced her with a kiss. 

"Helen. | have some bad news." 


"Oh aye?" 


He kissed her again, taking the time to explore her lips with a thoroughness that startled her. She gasped when 
he broke away; he hadn't kissed her so seriously since that first night. 


"l'm going home." 

"Well, | knew you would eve--" 
"Tomorrow." 

She stared at him. 

"Oh." 


The band had, as Dirk had expected they might, fallen apart. Gary had lost his temper, and Dirk had booked the 
first flight home he could - anything to get away from the tension and bitterness that hung over the studios. 


"l'Il pay for Enyo's treatment, you know that--" 


He'd already paid the bill so far; he would leave money for the rest of the dog's treatment, and now that he 


knew he was in good hands he could-- 


"Stay the night," said Helen, interrupting him. She bit her lip, watching the play of emotion over Dirk's face; 
whatever reaction he'd expected, that wasn't it. "Please," she added, and blushed. 


He lifted her hand to his mouth, and kissed the knuckles. "You're sure?" he murmured against her skin, his 


eyes never leaving hers. She nodded, face still pink. 
‘lm sure. Just let me get Enyo settled..." 


He helped her gather the blanket, the wineglasses, and the dog; he would be resting until his leg healed in an 
enormous crate in the lounge, from which several cats had to be evicted before he could be bedded in for the 
night. Helen made to wash the glasses up, but Dirk stopped her; he made her put everything down, then turned 
her to face him. He wrapped his arms around her, pulled her into his body; he could feel her trembling, just a 


little, and bent his face to nuzzle against her. 
"Relax. If you don't want to--" 


She took his face between her hands, cradled it then pulled him down for another kiss. There was no hesitation, 
no fear in this one; she was pliant and warm against him, and he groaned into her mouth when she rubbed 
herself against him. When they broke their contact they were both breathing harder, a little flushed, their 
bodies responding to the feelings that flashed through them both. 


Helen grinned, and tweaked the end of his nose. "Come on," she said, "| haven't shown you my bedroom yet, 


have |?" 


All boldness now, he allowed himself to be towed up the stairs, down the landing, and into the first bedroom 
they came to; cluttered and untidy, it had the feel of a well-loved space, somewhere the occupant felt 
comfortable away from the world. A pinboard in one corner had pictures tacked to it, Helen recognisable in 
some of them; posing with rockstars outside venues, other pictures of animals - pets and patients - more of 
men and women grinning and mugging for the camera. Just snaps, moments from her life. He wanted to 
examine them closer, but she drew him toward the bed, pulled him in for another kiss. For the first time he 


saw a hint of uncertainty there, a little nervousness. 


"You OK?" he asked, cradling her face in both hands, stroking his thumbs under her eyes to calm her. She took 
a deep breath, let it out in a long sigh. 


"lm fine. Just,” and she licked her lips, a flash of real fear crossing her expression, "it's a bit nerve-wracking 


the first time | take my clothes off for someone, y'know?" 
"Don't be afraid," he said, and kissed his way down her neck 
She let out a small sigh when he reached the unbuttoned portion of her shirt, then nuzzled it aside to kiss at 


the flesh beneath. He tugged at the hem, and she helped him to pull it off over her head; he kissed the pulse 
in her throat - which fluttered like a trapped bird - and smiled against her. 


"Relax," he said, and she let out a breathless laugh. 
"Easy for you to say." 


He leaned back, letting her wriggle up onto the bed and watch him while he unbuttoned his shirt, shrugged out 
of it and threw it over the back of the chair beside the bed, never taking his eyes from hers once. 


"Maybe," he said, dipping in for another kiss before he slid his hand round to undo the clasp on her bra, "its 
not as easy as you think" She snorted - sounding much more like herself - when it popped open with ease, 


ending up dangling from his finger while he wiggled his eyebrows at her with a rather smug smile. 
"You've done that before!" 


"A time or two," he said with a wink, then pressed forward again. "We all," he added, planting tiny, soft kisses 


down the line of her throat, between her breasts, "have body issues, you know." 


She groaned when he turned his head, drawing a nipple into his mouth with a sigh. He kneeled over her, teasing 
across her skin with his long, calloused fingers; she arched her back, clutched at his head, gasped and swore 
under her breath while he played her nerve endings just as skilfully as he had ever played the guitar. 


It was his turn to groan when her fingers found their way between his legs, giving his balls a firm squeeze 
with her strong, capable fingers. He broke away from the pleasurable torture of her breasts, arching his neck 
and hissing between his teeth as she rubbed and squeezed. She used her other hand to sweep his hair back, 


and watched his expression with something akin to wonder at the result of her manipulations. 


"God," he said, rearing back up on his knees. He brushed her hand away, and undid his jeans; when she went to 
undo her own he shook his head with a smile, and leaned in to do it for her. She gave in, and let herself relax; 


if he wanted to take control, then she was quite happy to let him. 


Dirk lost himself in her skin again, breathing the intoxicating scent of her, burying his face into her even as his 
hands busied themselves with divesting her of her jeans. She gave a wriggle that made him chuckle when he 
pulled them down and off, and distracted her with light, teasing kisses to the tops of her thighs that had her 


laughing even as she gasped. 


And then he nudged her thighs apart and found her centre, and she cried out. He smiled against her; she was 
as responsive as he'd hoped, shuddering under the ministrations of his tongue, her back curving into a smooth 
arch of desire with each and every long, slow pass of his tongue along her slit. He tasted her, savouring the 
moisture that gathered between her thighs, all the sweeter for the gasps and cries that rang through the 
room in the gathering dusk. 


He pushed his hands under her, lifting her and kneading her firm, strong buttocks even as he pressed his face 


into her; she called out his name, wrapped her legs around his back and ground herself against his face. He 


sucked hard, pulling the slick folds into his mouth and flickering his tongue across them, groaning into her flesh 
when he felt the trembling, hot rush that signalled her climax. 


One last long, savouring lick, and he lowered her to the bed, crawling up to lay beside her and kiss her on the 
lips, letting her take in the musky sweetness of herself on his mouth, lap it from him and smile at the familiar 


taste. 


He brushed the sweaty tendrils of hair back from her forehead and cocked an eyebrow, unable to stop himself 
feeling just a little smug. She caught the expression, highlighted by the last rays of the setting sun, and 
laughed under her breath. 


“That was..really something.” 

‘lm glad you enjoyed it," he murmured, leaning down to kiss her again. This time she wrapped her arms around 
his neck, deepening the kiss to rub her body against him, sliding her thigh along his. He stroked down her flank, 
circled his palm over her hip then tightened his hold, pulling her tighter to him to rub his aching cock against 
her. The breath caught in his throat, and he made a soft sound of want; he could feel her all along his body, 
her heat and her passion, and he craved more of it. He wanted to hear her shout his name once more, feel 
that clutch of slick heat around him as he came. 

Pushing back, his body screaming reluctance the whole way, he took a deep breath before he looked her in the 


eye and asked about protection. For a moment the brown gaze was blank, then a flush began to creep up her 


neck as she admitted that she hadn't, actually, thought about it. 
"It's been so long--" she admitted, then buried her face in his chest with embarrassment. 
He cleared his throat, stroked her hair back from her face. 


"Well," he began, wondering how the hell he was going to get off this bed if she told him to, "I know I'm clean, 
but what about..2" 


She huffed into his chest, tilting her face so that a pink slice of sudden shyness showed itself, the eye alight 


with self-deprecating amusement. "Heh. Don't worry about that - | had myself seen to a few years ago." 
"Seen to?" 

"Must we discuss this now? 

He snorted. "No! Of course not. Now, where were we..?" 

She pulled him close, nibbled her way up his throat and scratched short nails along his chest, circling around 


his nipples to make him gasp; the sharp bite into his skin sent shudders of sensation along his spine, his balls 
feeling tight and heavy with want. They ground against each other, the only sounds in the silence of the room 


their harsh, thick pants, the drowsy summer air scenting the room with honeysuckle and roses from the 


garden. 


He rolled her over, dropped his head to kiss her fierce and savage, unable to wait a moment longer. He paused, 
nudging the hot, trembling head of his cock into her entrance, then with a groan that shook his whole body 
began to sink into her. 


Nails bit into the skin of his back as she clutched him, wrapping her legs around his waist and arching her 
head back with a silent cry. He kept the pace smooth, slow; this was exquisite torture for them both, this 
joining of bodies, this stroke of heat and hardness between them and through them. He rested for a moment, 
balls deep, dropping his head to nuzzle at her throat while he fought for some modicum of control. It had been 


a long time, she said-- 


The sensation of his hair being pushed back brought him back to himself, and he looked down into her eyes. He 
saw there compassion, and need, and want; she pulled him down into a gentle kiss even as he began to move his 
hips, the slow slide out of her and back drawing soft cries from her that they shared on a single breath. 


Faster, his back undulating in the movements of the oldest dance of them all. She rose to meet him, catching 
the skin of his neck and chest in little nips between her teeth, her breath driven from her in short grunts 


with the power of his thrusts. 


He wrapped his arms around her, pressed their bodies together; she clutched at him, burying her face in the 
side of his neck and whispered to him, words of encouragement and praise, begging him for more, faster, 
harder. Tightening his arms around her, he pressed her even closer and obliged. Their bodies slid against each 
other, lubricated by sweat and need, now babbling nonsense that nevertheless each understood; the slap of 
their flesh became louder, more frantic as the tight coil of heat built between them, sweet tension growing 
ever tighter within their straining bodies. 


The fluttering began deep inside, clench and release so fast against him in the gratifying tightness of her that 
he almost missed it start. She arched, cried out; he felt the extra slick flood of heat on his cock, and moaned 
into the skin of her neck. She shook, digging her heels into him and demanded more, that he drive into her 
harder, that he never, ever stop this torture-- 


He flung back his head, smooth thrusts becoming sharp convulsive jabs, the boiling rush of his climax 
screaming along his whole body and centering in his balls, exploding from there in a rush that had him calling 
out to her. Eyes screwed shut, scarlet fire raced along his spine that arched into a tight, shaking bow raked 
by her nails, and ended in the shuddering, grasping heat of her tight around his cock. 


A final yell, one last thrust and grind to feel the terminal, fading shudders of climax and he collapsed, her 
breath coming as fast and harsh as his, her body still twitching and writhing against him, torn by the 
aftershock. 


They lay still, their hearts slowing as their minds spiralled down from the overwhelming high. She turned to 


him, nuzzled herself into his chest, he tucked her into the curve of his body, rested his chin on top of her 
head and closed his eyes, content to lie in this sleepy tangle of limbs with sweat cooling on their bodies, still 
awash in the scents and the feelings of sex. 


"I'm dead," she mumbled into his skin, and he chuckled 
"You can't be," he sighed, "you killed me first” 


Together they lay, he smoothing one hand through her hair, skimming his palm along her spine, every inch of 
the soft, warm curves giving up their secrets under his hand. It felt good, this drowsy joining, and he felt a 
quiet in his mind that hadn't been there for a very long time. A contentment. 


"We should get cleaned up," she slurred, struggling against sleep. 


"Mm," he agreed, and smiled when he felt her breathing smooth and deepen into sleep. For the moment he 
fought it, his gaze roaming the flesh of his partner all silvered in the moonlight; her room had taken on the 
appearance of an Aladdin's cave in the mysterious gleam, and he felt that tug of affection for her again. 


Maybe they'd discuss it tomorrow. 


~ Ke 


Sunshine in his eyes woke him up - that, and the peculiar sensation of a cat sniffing at his ear. The tickling and 
snuffling was alarming enough, but the blast of halitosis that greeted him when he turned his head was worse. 


"Stanley! Get off the damn bed," called a familiar voice, and Dirk sat up to see Helen making her way across 
the room, wrapped in a blue fuzzy robe and carefully balancing two cups of coffee. He shuffled over, took the 
mug she offered him and watched her - with some appreciation - as she cleared the room of feline intruders, 
kicked the door shut, removed the robe and slid into bed next to him. Snagging an almost clean ashtray and 


balancing it on her thigh she also retrieved his cigarettes, stealing one and lighting up, her expression cheerful 
as she puffed it into life. 

"Good morning," he said, and leaned over to kiss her on the side of the mouth. She took the cigarette out and 
turned to repay the kiss with rather more heat; she must have been up a while, because she smelled of 


shower gel and soap and clean. He, on the other hand... 


"You looked so sweet asleep like that | thought I'd leave you to it," she told him with a grin, settling herself 
back against the headboard. 


"Sweet?" 


"Yeah," she laughed, reaching out to run her fingers along the shaved side of his head. "You know, the flecks of 


grey all lit up by the dawn and stuff" 

"Hey!" 

She dissolved with giggles and he shook his head; he plucked at her arm until she gave in and leaned on him, 
moving into the circle of his arms and resting against his chest. Twined together in companionable silence they 


drank their coffee, smoked his cigarettes and let the outdoor sounds of the morning roll over them from the 


open window. 


"Well," she said at last, patting his thigh, "I ought to get dressed. Afternoon shift today, so I'd better get the 
mob sorted. You need a lift back to the studio to get your stuff? I'd offer you a lift to the airport but I'm 
working.” 

"No, l'm fine. Helen--" 

Feel free to use the shower, by the way. It's a bit temperamental but it works." 

"Helen--" 

She tried to move away from him, but he held her tight. 

I'm going to miss you," he said quietly. 

Shaking her head she tried to move away from him again, but he refused to let go. Eventually she gave in 
with a sigh, and relaxed back against his chest; he nuzzled her temple, kissed her, waited for her to work 
through the thoughts he could all but hear ticking through her mind. 

"No, you won't. You'll be all busy with your music, and you won't have time to miss me." 

"You know, Germany isn't so far away. We could--" 

The laugh contained no hint of bitterness; it was a little sad, somewhat regretful, but not bitter. 

"No, actually, we couldn't. You've got my mobile number, I'll give you my e-mail address. We'll speak sometimes, 
and then we'll both get so wrapped up in our own lives again that we won't realise that we haven't spoken for 


months until it's too late. Our lives - our worlds - are too different, Dirk. Give me a call when you're next in 


the UK, though. We can hang out, go for a beer." 
She kissed him, a long, thorough exploration of him that was all she needed to say goodbye. 
"Right. I'm off to make more coffee - see you downstairs in a minute, OK?" 


He nodded, watched her shrug back into her robe and leave the room, mugs clinking in her hand and chattering 


away at the furred tidal wave that fell on her as soon as she opened the door. The door shut behind her, and 


it was over. 
Dirk wrapped his arms around his knees, rested his forehead on them, and sighed. 
"Fuck," he said to no one in particular, then gave himself a shake. Time to go. 
airs 
Henjo met him at the airport, grinning at him as he staggered through the arrivals gate, laden with bags and 
guitar case. He grabbed the lightest items, earning himself a cuff on the shoulder and a grin. 
"Welcome back! How was it?" 
"Fucking torture. The next time | agree to something like that, do me a favour." 
"What?" 
"Kick me!" 


They fought their way through the crowds, stopping as soon as they exited the building to light a cigarette, 
taking a moment to savour those first puffs that sent nicotine in a sparkling rush into their blood. 


"Ah!" 


"Yeah. So come on," said Henjo, a sly grin on his face, "I can tell from your face. What happened? You get your 


heart broken again?" 


"Sort of," said Dirk, hoisting his bag over his shoulder and heading for the short-term car park where he knew 
Henjo usually parked. 


"Details, man, details!" 
"Pervert" 


"Of course. Come on, you've got that hang-dog look on your face - tell your uncle Henjo all, you know you want 


to." 


Dirk kept him waiting until they reached his car, dumped his gear into the boot and got strapped in for the 
long ride home. By this time Henjo was almost begging; he loved a good story, and Dirk figured that this one 
should keep him amused all the way back to Hamburg. 


"| looked out of the window and there was this dog...” 
The car hit the autobahn, and vanished into the flow of traffic that headed for the city. 


~Fin~ 


